Because human thoughts, greedy, cheaty and cruel,
Because foolish, proud and arrogant,
Because procastination and selfish,
Insert, inject to dominate every hold,
Oh, my dear Big Son, undeniable.

Death blow to man and to nature, if deny,

Severe calamaties and tragedies,

To-day, cast off the wisdom of the yore,

To repair and reconstruct to the last mould,

Centuries to fulfil vitality,

Protect and procure good physic and sound mind,

The Big Son, with man in pert and joy,

No burden nor confusion in their long way,

Wish him many, for prosperous and health,

Away from vices; then the mould for next safe,

Evil has many ways, while good has one,

A Hindu desires son elder,

To protect and feed the younger,

Hence preserve your Big Son alive,

Tp away aspects negative.